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enough I am mistaken for my famous actress cousin.
They annoy me so much that I just have to do some-
thing to get back into jail, where I am free from their
attentions I" )

One night when all was deadly quiet and every
one was asleep, the girl next to me woke me up
"Listen," she said, "do you hear anything?" I listen-
ed and every now and then I heard the jingle of
bells, faintly in the distance. "What is it?" I asked.
"I do not know" said my friend, "but it gives me a
creeping feeling. There was a dancing girl here
who was sentenced to death and hanged. May be
it is her ghost that haunts the prison."

I shivered. I had no desire to see ghosts in
prison or elsewhere, but I pretended not to bother
about it. I told my friend not to imagine things
and that it was not possible to have ghosts strolling
around a prison. Even they, I was sure, would draw
the ]me at that. My friend did not think it at all
funny and snubbed me accordingly. The sound be-
came more and more distant and soon we could not
hear it at all.

The next night we again woke up to hear the
same sound and we did not feel at all happy about
it. We lay awake trying to figure out what it could
be but were not successful. For three nights this
went on, and on the fourth night the noise .came
nearer and was much louder. With tense nerves
we waited and soon we saw a figure all in black turn
round the corner of one of the barracks and the
jingling sound came from it. For a few seconds we
could not make out what it was, then like a flash
it dawned on us that it must be a wardress. Our
relief was so great that we nearly shouted with joy.
The wardress was supposed to go round the whole
women's jail every night but being very lazy and
not thinking it necessary to come into the political
prisoners' yard, she had kept away from us and had